
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



334 



THE DUBLIN PENNY JOURNAL. 



THE CLANDESTINE MARRIAGE. 

AH IRISH ETCHING, BY DEKIS o'DOKOBO. 

To what fearful consequences one false step may lead 
us ! How vain are then the regrets we feel, and how bit- 
ter the remorse ! The path of sin once entered on, it is 
hard to withdraw from its seducing maze ; and we may 
contemplate at an immeasurable distance the peaceful 
scenes of virtue we have lost, and feel the barrenness of 
the vice we have preferred ! 

*' Good morra, Phelim ! How goes id wid you the 
day ?" said Bill Gerrity on meeting with his old boon 
companion, Phelim O'Donoho, at the cross-roads, near the 
ancient village of S . 

" Good morra an' good loock," responded he ; " faix 
an' I'm putty hearty, thank yon, an' I hope I find you the 
same. How is the sisther, an' all the people ? I hope 
this fine weather's bringin' round the ould chap !" 

" All well, Phelim, a hagur ; an', glory be to God ! 
thrivin', and gettin' on betther an' betther every day." 

" Is there any gossip at all at all, Bill, since I seed you 
last t Are any ov the girls man-id, or is there an incrase 
in any ov the families t" 

" Sorra a haporth worth spakin' ov." 

" How's Jim Courtney, an' Ellen, the beauty of the 
world ? Is she off yet, or are the boys fightin' about her 
as usual— foolitk crathurs ?" 

" Ah, thin, Phelim, are you in arnest all out in axing 
that — an' hav'nt you heerd about her ? Och, I see you're 
takin' a wind at me. Well, you're welcome to yer joke." 

" Here about her ? Welcome to ine joker"' reiterated 

Phelim. " Be the no, I won't curse; bud, may the 

pipe burst in me mouth, iv I'm jokin' !" 

" Well, that bates still-huntiii' ! An' so, Phelim, you 
raally don't know about Ellen Courtney, an' her runaway 
watch '/'• 

" No, Bill darlin', in throth ; bud tell us about id at 
wanst — or stay tall we see iv we have the price ov a nag- 
gin among us, an' we'll take a dhrop in Missis Mulligan's 
here, iv you're not undher a vow !" 

Having then clubbed, and found that all was right in, 
that particular, the cronies entered Missis Mulligan's resi- 
dence, which was a mud cabin, newly covered with thatch 
and whitewash, where "Enthertainmint for man an' baste," 
was written by " the ganius ov the village," with a few lines 
ofpoethry appended, describing the good fare to be had with- 
in. For this specimen of his abilities the ganhis received a 
glass of the native whenever he passed ; which began to be so 
often, that the widow, for so was Missis Mulligan, was 
"ohleeged to hould her hand :" and then the infuriated poet 
teemed with indignation at the ingratitude of the world, 
and the heartlessness of its inhabitants. Poets are cer- 
tainly not only threadbare and sensitive in coats, but also 
in feeling ! 

Bill's disclosure could be in no wise interesting to the 
reader, if we did not stop every moment to explain ; and 
so deeming it more explicit at once to relate it in our own 
way, we shall adopt that resolve. 

Ellen Courtney was the only daughter of " ould Jim," 
as her father was familiarly called ; and as her mother 
was snatched away before she was old enough to estimate 
her loss, and he had not married a second time, when she 
grew up a little, he was the only being her heart had to 
turn to, with its load of young affection. From her very 
infancy she was indulged in every whim ; and the old man's 
very existence was centered in her. They were hardly 
ever asunder, and as her temper was naturally gentle, 
mild, and amiable, and her heart open and generous, air 
her thoughts, feelings, and impulses, .were freely confided? 
to his keeping ; and he, loving her as he did, could sym- 
pathise, consult with, and advise her, with the freedom of 
one more heV equal in years ! Ellen was a pretty child; 
with mild bright eyes and yellow hair, curling naturally 
around her healthy, blooming face; as she advanced- 
in years, ner childish beauty seemed to ripen, and become 
doubly engaging, and- at eighteen* a 1 host of admirers told' 
of her charms being appreciated 7 by other*, and a more 
studied arrangement of her simple dress, with a certain 
coquettish pout about the corners of Her mouth, of their 
lieing equally appreciated by herself. 

Ellen's fault— a fault that was visible in her every turn 



— was vanity of self, smd thirst for admiration. If ska 
had fifty lovers, she had smiles for them all, and could lis- 
ten to their unstudied compliments with untiring pleasure ; 
and so Ellen, at an early age — too early an age for such 
a failing — had settled down into what might be termed a 
regular coquette. Her father had amassed together what 
might be termed a considerable fortune for a person in his 
rank of life ; and as it was well understood that she had 
no other relations to interfere in the succession, a host of 
interested admirers was buzzing about her, as well as those 
who were caught by her attractions. 

One of those, named Corney Brady, was the most con- 
stant in his attendence ; and though not favoured at all 
by the old man, appeared otherwise with Ellen : and, in 
fact, the only serious quarrel ever she had with her father, 
was on his telling her peremptorily to cease all communi- 
cation with him — an advice which she heeded for a time, 
and then disobeyed, as inclination led her to act so. Cor- 
ney Brady was singularly handsome and prepossessing in 
appearance — was always smartly dressed — and sometimes 
sported trinkets and other costly articles, at which his 
rivals dared not attempt to approach. No one knew who 
he was ; and yet he was saluted and spoken to by all, for 
he had a certain offhanded, free ait, that soon made ac- 
quaintance; and though they could not exactly recollect 
where they saw him first, still Corney certainly was at the 
last wake, and Corney certainly sided with thein at the 
last wrestling match, and threw his man : and thus his 
intimacy was admitted by the young and old— the former 
wondering sometimes how he lived, as he always appeared 
to have little to do, and the latter shaking their heads at 
his approach, and hoping all was as it should be. He had 
no settled place of residence in or about the village, and 
it was at the ale-house he generally took up his quarters 
for the night — where, as he sported his money liberally, 
he enjoyed that " freedom at an inn," which Sbenstone 
has so celebrated. 

There was a certain air of mystery thus thrown about 
.him, and as his manner was different at times, and full of 
strange inconsistencies, Ellen felt, she knew not why, a 
preference to his society above that of all the rest. To 
whatever place of merriment, wedding, or wake (for both 
are equally sol) she went, she was sure to meet him; 
and there was that in his large, black, admiring eyes, and 
the gentle fervour of his expressed thoughts, which si- 
lently, and almost unconsciously, banished the doubts 
which her better reason suggested, and made her forget 
the warnings and advices of her father. He was at last so 
incensed at perceiving that she was inclined to disobe- 
dience, that he forbid entirely any intercourse between 
theiti ; and she, deeming him harsh, scarcely hesitated to 
break through the admonition. One false step led on to 
another, till at length a clandestine correspondence was 
established ; and so infatuated did she at last become, that 
she left her home, her father, and all, and eloped with the 
man he had desired her to avoid, trusting in his represen- 
tations, and relying on his promises 1 

When her father rose on the following morning, and 
found no daughter ready to receive him at the breakfast" 
table, a chill rushed upon his soul, and he ascended, «'"' 
forced calmness to her room— but it had been unoccupiw 
during the night. He then sat down, and covering his 
face with his hands, wept with that deep and bitter ago' 1 / 
which the aged must feel before they are moved to tears. 
The daughter in whom he trusted had deceived him— 
he suspected the man who was the companion of her 
flight— and he could not tell, but that even at that mo- 
ment she waB a guilty one, unworthy of all his love and 
fondness ! 

Ellen was over-persuaded against her better reason, whf 1 
site consented to steal from the roof beneath which j> n<; 
had always found shelter, and meet the man whom her 
father hBd desired her to shun ; and even as she went, » 
voice Within, which would not be stilled, told lier that s«e 
might yet repent. It was a gloomy, dark night, ana 
slight drizzling mist was falling heavily on the ground, a 
she drew near the place of appointment^ and her very 
soul trembled, as she did not perceive' any one appa tet1 ^ 
waiting. However, immediately after she forgot ail in 
warm embrace with which she wa» received by Corn y» 
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who was accompanied by another m »n, who held two 
shaggy mountain ponies for them to ride. Having taken 
her seat, and resigned the rein entirely to this man's gui- 
dance, Corney gave the word, and they set off at a smart 
pace, the man who held her rein running by the pony's 
side with untiring lightness and vigour. She perceived 
shortly after, that they had struck Off from the regular 
path, and followed a kind of uneven mountain-track, 
which they pursued for some time; while Corney subdued 
the agitation of her mind, by his expressions of tender- 
ness, and assurances of safety. 

Suddenly they made a full stop, when they, came in 
front of a low, half-ruined hovel, through the small win- 
dow of which a bright light was glancing ; and as the 
clatter of the animals' hooves was heard, the door instantly 
opened, and an aged woman, with qrey hair and sharp 
pinched features, made her appearance. Ellen then was 
assisted by Corney to dismount; and having led her in, 
Mid placed her before ,a cheerful turf fire, he pressed her 
lips, and welcomed her to his home. She then felt a dou- 
ble misgiving within her, at the idea of his residing in 
such a lonely, deserted spot; and as the first tinges of 
fear and conscience began to be made apparent, she fer- 
vently wished that she had never left her father. A few 
minutes afterwards and Corney, who together with the 
old woman had retired for a moment to the inner room, 
again made his appearance, accompanied by the same man 
whom she had before seen, and another clad in a suit of 
dingy black much the worse for the wear, and bearing a 
small clasped volume in his hands. He was introduced to 
her as Father Fhilemy ; and shortly after joined their 
hands, and blessed them, the witnesses to the marriage 
being the man before mentioned, and the old crone, from 
whose forbidding features the timid Ellen shrank with ill- 
concealed disgust and fear. The ceremony, such as it 
was, being over, she was again left alone with Corney ; 
and though he did every thing in his power to render her 
situation comfortable, she could not but feel that she had 
acted wrong, and that she would willingly return again to 
her father. Such was the wedding night of Ellen Court- 
ney! 

On the very evening following that of her marriage, her 
husband, telling her that he was obliged to leave her for a 
short time, went out, and did not return even when night 
had fallen. She grew very uneasy, and went repeatedly 
to the door to watch for his approach; and at length, 
about eleven, she perceived some one coming up the nar- 
row road, and her heart bounded with expectation — but 
it was a stranger — ft tall, dark, villanons looking man, who 
appeared extremely agitated and hurried, He started on 
perceiving her, and then unceremoniously brushing by Wer, 
entered the cabin, and she heard him curse the old wo- 
man who was sitting inside. 

" Thonna mondhmJ I who's the white-faced colleen stand- 
in' there now ? It is some ov Corney's ould tlirjck's, I'll 
ingagel" 

* Hoosh I hoosh ! lecUmJlwth, Jack!" the crone mut- 
tered in reply; "yer absince previnted yer knowin' — he's 
marrid to her — she's"- — ■ 

"HevmmdJ hah! hah! hah I" laughed the man, 
while the timid listener's flesh actually crept — "the tiger 
inarrid to the lamb!— ha, ha, ha! Bud who is she ?" 

The answer was in a whisper too low for Ellen to hear; 
and soon after the intruder came forth, and bending a 
look of curiosity on her from beneath his shaggy brows, 
stalked rapidly away up the mountain, towards the very 
wildest part of that region where all was rock and bog. 

Shortly after this her husband made his appearance, and 
she ran forward joyously to meet him, half-forgetting the 
alarm she. had felt at the Whispers she had overheard, and 
the appearance of the man who had just departed. 

When they had entered the cabin, and Were sitting by 
the fire together, her thoughts returned, and she fixed her 
eyes on him and asked — 

'* Corney, I don't know wjtat to think ov a man who 
come in a few minutes ago, air"-. cursed about me bein' 
here, and wint up the mountain there, as if ha was afther 
committin' some crime, an* was flyin' !" 

"What man was here?" suddenly asked he of the 
crone, not "uiimling to answer Iter, 



" Only Jack Lonergan himself?' answered she, * goin' 
acrass the hills to buy wool fur the spinnin'." 

" Oh, Ellen," then said he, " he's a quite crathur as 
iver was born, an' a fosther brother ov mine into the bar- 
gain; an', you know, we're not all to be taken be our 
looks!" 

" That's just what my father used to say ov you, Co. 
ney, little thinkin' that I niver minded him, or was a dis- 
obadient girl, who loved a sthranger well enough to lave 
his side for him .'" and her eyes filled, in spite of herself, 
witlr tears, as she thought of that father now abandoned 
and in grief. « Bud whin may I go to kneel at his feet, 
an' ask him to forgive us !" 

" To-morrow, darlin ! ivyou plase," said Corney, half 
abstractedly, for he had been musing ever since she had 
began to speak. Those fits, even in the days of her court- 
ship, were usual with him ; but now she could not bear to 
see him thoughtful, and so playfully tapping his cheek, 
she exclaimed, in gay light tones, while the tears summoned 
up at the idea of her father yet were watery in her eyes — 

"Why, Corney astfme, what's the matther wid you ? 
—you don't seem glad to see Ellen. You often said, iv 
you'd be a day siway you'd die; an' now you've been 
nearly so, an' are as silent as ir you'd been robbin' a 
priest," 

This banter she in a moment perceived was any thing 
but well received, and so she grew serious, and he contA* 
nued silent, and she placed her handin his, but it returned 
no pressure. Her heart grew full. She recollected all 
that she had heard of man's treachery: and the hour, the 
lone hovel, the strange visitor, the priest that united them 
— all formed so sombre a picture, that she held in her 
breath to try to repress a heavy sob, but could not, and 
burst into a passion of tears. Corney was moved at this, 
and passed his arm round her, and drew her to his breast, 
and addressed her in words of endearment, which fell like 
balm in an instant on her heart ; and so well did she love 
him, that in a moment again the sensitive girl had dried 
her eyes, and was conversing with him in tones of deep, 
though subdued, happiness, and hazarding various conjec- 
tures as to the reception she should meet with on the 
morrow. Corney pleaded fatigue, and they retired early 
to rest, her heart relieved completely of those busy fears 
which fancy had conjured up, and anticipating a joyful 
meeting with her father ; and a life passed with all its 
cares equally divided between him and her adored husband. 

The following morning, attended by her husband, Ellen 
sought her father's house ; and she being bis only child, 
and it her first offence, is it to be wondered at, that his 
arms were opened to receive her, and that she obtained a 
full pardon ? The old man did not utter a syllable of re- 
proof, for reproof would then be useless; but as he strained 
her to his breast, he blessed her, and prayed that she might 
_never live to repent her choice, or regret her acting against 
"his sincere and uninterested advice. 

Brady came home to live at the old man's house, and 
assisted in the cultivation of his farm; and for a few 
months— short and happy months to Ellen — was attentive 
to his duties, and affectionate in his manners, as her fa- 
ther could wish him to be. But after this a sudden change 
came over him, and he began to drop hints of a wish to 
settle for himself, and about his wife's fortune, and was 
rather pressing in his demands on his father-in-law's purse. 
Ellen strove to shut out from her mind an idea that would 
sometimes intrude, of his being actuated by interested mo- 
tives from the first ; and now, at his continual pressing her 
to ask her father for money, she became alarmed I and as 
he-began': to have long intervals without seeing her, during 
which no one knew Where he was, a terrible certainty of 
her suspicions would intrude on her, turning her heart's 
joy to bitter, bitter tears. 

One evening, after an unusually long ahseneej he en- 
tered the sitting room, where she was alone, and flung 
himself sullenly into a chair without speaking. Upon 
which she approached; and laying her hand on his shoul- 
der, gently asked if any thing was the matter. 

" Yes I* he harshly answered, without turning his eyes 
to look at her— sP'you know there is— I want money, an' 
yer father wo0*0mt id. Bud why do I tell you this ?— 
what do you caw P* 
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"Ohi Corney, this from you!" said the poor girl. 
" Have I deserved it at your hands ?— indeed, indeed, I 
haven't!" 

" What do you mane ?" said he, with a deep contrac- 
tion of his brows. 

"What do I mane, Corney? Do you ask me this? 
Didn't I lave me father fur you ?— didn't I give up 
every thing fur you ? an' you say aftlier, I don't care. 
Oh, dear Corney, you're changed an' althered since thin !'' 

" Well, well, I can't help that. I didn't think then that 
it would turn out as it has. I thought yer father id give 
some ov his useless goold to make us happy ; bud I was 
desaved, an' so let him keep id, an' you may encourage 
him— I don't care.'' 

"Oh, Corney 1 Corney!" 

" Yes, you encourage him ! Don't I know you do ?" 
he cried, in increasing passion, and energy of manner — 
" what else id make him refuse me bud that ? — I'll wring 
id out ov him at last, an' no thanks to you, though !" 

" Oh, me dear husband," cried the affrighted girl, " don't 
say that ! I'm afeard ov you whin you spake to, an' think 
bad ov you, bud I can't help id. Listen to me now — lis- 
ten to yer own Ellen — listen to the wife who loves you ! 
I'll go an' ask him fur what you want — on me knees I'll 
ask him, an' he. won't refuse. Bud Corney, dear Corney, 
don't spake to me any more as you've spoken now, or 
you'll kill me— indeed you will !" 

Her father here entered ; and perceiving that something 
was the matter, inquired into it ; and Brady, who appeared 
to have been drinking, was doubly violent, and his wife 
could do nothing but weep, so it ended in high words and 
a quarrel; and Corney, in a storm of passion, left the 
house, vowing never to return, and cursing with a vehemence 
that made the old man shudder. Such were some of the 
events consequent on Ellen's clandestine marriage. 

Three or four days elapsed, and still he returned not, 
and Ellen wept in anguish over the wreck of her heart's 
imagining' of happiness. When the sixth day came, and 
brought no sign of Corney, she. determined inthequiet of 
her chamber, that she would go seek him, and ask if he 
intended to abandon her; for she felt that with all his 
unkindness she still loved him, and that he still was her 
husband. This scheme she communicated to none, even 
to her father, for she knew that he would interfere to 
prevent her ,• and so at nightfall she stole silently from 
the house, and took the path which led to the hovel in 
the mountains, where they had been wedded, and where 
something told her that she yet might hear of him. The 
night continued rapidly to become more dense as she pro- 
ceeded; and by the time that, weary and jaded, she had 
attained the bridle-road leading from the direct one, it was 
dark as pitch— not a single star being discernable in the 
heavens, and the dull heavy winds moaning loweringly 
and with a dismal monotony. Her soul sustained itself 
through all this as she continued to advance ; and after 
on hour's tiresome walking, she at length stood outside the 
cahinj where she paused. The little window was covered 
with a board within, so as almost to exclude the light • yet 
through a couple of chinks a few rays still beamed, and 
the loud noise of many voices was heard arguing within. 
She approached the window on tiptoe, and peered long 
and intensely through one of the narrow slits; and if all 
emotion had suddenlybecome numb within her bosom, 
her face could not in a moment have become more ri<nd 
sallow, and utterly bloodless. ■ The.fell, the horribly dark 
solution of all her fears and anxieties was now exposed to 
her, and she stood like a statue, scarcely: daring to sigh 
lest she should be overheard— detained as if by some spell, ; 
and congealed, as it were, with motionless agonising as- 
tonishment and awe ! 

At a low table, on which were two large pistols and a 
plack bottle, sat the same ruffian figure which she had seen 
for a moment before, and there were two others equally 
desperate in appearance, and who were also armed. Op- 
posite the first one, with his back turned towards the place 
where she stood, was Corney, his hand grasping a rude 
drinking vessel, in which he appeared to be pledging his 
comrades, and his voice drowning theirs completely. 

*' Yis, boys I" he shotted; "I'll do id, never fear— an', 
maybe, thin we won't baffle all purshute, as we've long 



done. Whoo ! there's nothin' I'd stop at wid such fei. 
lows as you to back me," 

" Don't lave him in a situation to be able to inform ! ' 
said the deep voice of the ill-looking ruffian opposite— 
"Dothejobnately!" 

"Come, boys!"' again said Corney, who was just get- 
ting merry, " don't let the bottle stand. Here's my wife's 
health !— ha, ha, ha ! — my wife .'" 

A general laugh and cheer followed this, and the poor 
trembling listener turned quietly round, unable to bear 
more, and with the scalding tears streaming down her 
cheeks, walked slowly in the direction from which she had 
come — her hopes were all blasted', her joy of soul utterly 
and irremediably destroyed! She had in the madness, it 
might be called, of passion, united herself to a ruffian— a 
robber, and maybe a murderer; and dreadful indeed was 
the conflict in her bosom as she proceeded towards her 
once happy home ; and willingly would she have given 
worlds could she recal the events of the last few months, 
and tear the image of Brady from that heart where she 
found, and shuddered at the perception, that his image was 
still enshrined 1 Oh ! it is often thus with us— we would 
change when it is top late; and find that the indulgence 
of our passions brings nought but tears and bitter unavail- 
ing repentance ! 

Her aged parent had missed her, and stood at the door 
looking for her return. He welcomed her with joy, and 
she shortly retired to rest, though not to sleep. About 
midnight, the old man, who had sat up watching her, was 
startled by hearing a rustling sound proceeding from be- 
low; where his money and valuables were; and taking the 
candle, he went forth to ascertain the cause. Ellen, ris- 
ing up in the bed, pushed her hair from off her ears, and 
listened to the same noise which had alarmed him. In a 
second more, she heard the horrid sound of an old man's 
cry of terror, and her blanched lips trembled convulsively, 
and her whole frame shook as she arose; and, scarcely 
knowing what she did, she descended. 

The moment she entered the lower room, she perceived 
her father cast on the ground, while a tall figure, grasping 
a pistol, stood over him, holding it to his head, and demand- 
ing the key of the money-chest. She sprang with the sud- 
den energy of despair, and seized the uplifted arm; upon 
which the ruffian turned round, and disclosed the features 
of her husband ! He spurned her back— but she still clung 
to him, and grasping the barrel of the extended pistol, 
supplicated for her father's life. But as the old (nan began 
to rise, he shouted fiercely— "Then die, since you won't 
let go yer hoult !" and pulling the trigger, the ball enterec 
her breast, and with a piercing sharp cry of agony she fel, 
on her father, bearing him to the ground with her, while 
a gush of blood spouted over his face. He moaned 
deeply, and then lay as insensible, and to appearance as 
dead, as his murdered daughter. 

In the morning the old man and his daughter were 
found in the same position. The aged domestic, 
who had not heard the shot, was the first to make the dis- 
covery. , She stood horror-struck ; till at last hearing the 
old man moan, she assisted hjm to rise,awd having placed 
him in an arm chair, Went out to alarrn the neigh- 
bours. They found the box that contained his hard earn- 
ings broken open and rifled ; but they remained iri uncer- 
tainty till the arrival of the magistrate. When the bereaved 
father, recovered sufficiently to give evidence, a thrill of 
horror pervaded the entire assembly at his declaring the 
murderer to be his own son-in-law, Corney Brady ; and 
police were immediately dispatched in search of him, while 
the people remained to do all in their power to soften the 
old marts affliction— hut, alas, the blow was too deep_for 
mOrtalpower to heal ! Ellen, the victim of false passion, 
was interred in the same grave that was shortly after 
opened to receive her broken-hearted father. And the 
neighbours still relate the story of her fate, as a warning 
to their children against indulging their own inclinations, 
contrary to the advice of the experienced. Brady was ne- 
ver discovered, though every exertion was made : but the 
just hand of an : all-seeing Providence could not have let 
him grow gray-headed in his guilt. . 
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